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the dim light he could see the gleaming brown
skin, mottled with black, of a mare in foal.
She lumbered her head round to the faint
light, and looked beyond him with deep
plaintive eyes. He put his hand to her
smooth, warm neck.

"I've nothing for you, my beauty."

The dumb, uncomprehending, lovely beast
filled the cold silence with her presence; a
patient warmth radiated from her. She
trembled.

He laid his cheek against her muzzle. The
line of her sleek, shining belly curved before
his eyes. " You've not long to go ... my
beauty/^he said, and patted her, while her
moist breath clung about his face.

He seemed to see her looking with the same
deep, uncomprehending eyes at a clumsy,
exquisite foal; he wanted to put the vision
before her, to comfort her. " Good-bye," he
said, latching the half-door, and he stood to
listen while she stumbled round to the rack
again. He heard the soft dry rustle of pulled
hay.

He sat down on an upturned bucket by the
yard door. It was incomprehensible. The
word dragged its length slowly through his
mind. But, God, how beautiful! How beau-